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THE EXILES SONG.

BY O.F. BOFPFMAN.

The sonjz. the song that once could move me,
In life's giad day,
The mang of her who used to love me,
Fur, far away—-
It makes my heart fonder, fonder—
ildly obey
The spell that wins each thought to wander

Far, fur away

Quece more 4 my vative river,
The mocubeami play—
Uuce more the ripples shive as ever,
Far, far away.
But ah ! the friendas who_smiled around me,
Where, where are they ?
Where the secret spell that carly bound me,
e - T8 T, Ul RS

oo bright to stay— »
Of a*l that masic fain bad brought e,
Far, mr away !
And weep to (cel there's no returniog
] Of that g'ad dny, ]
Ere all that brightencd life’s faesh morning,
as far, far away.

Hiscellancous.

PAAAARIREID A s

PRIDE AND PENITENCE.

BY FRAXNCIS 8. 05G00D.

Lave took up the glass of life, and turved 1t in
bis glowing hand<:

Even moment ligktly shakcen ran itsell in golden
sinds:

Love took up the harp of life,—and smote on all
its chorda with might;

Swote the ehord of self that trembling passed

in music out ol sight,
Texsrsos.

CHAPTER L.
From the dark eve—the lightuings fiy,
Aafrom a cload its glory.
And on her chock, doth fecling speak,
Its owned impassioned story!

She was the wildest child I ever'saw.
Nohody could manage hor, not even her
mother,whowm shealmostidolized. Proud
Ligh spirited, with a lem':pcr which noth-
inz but tendcrness counld coutrol, and
Beantiful withal as a half blown vose,—
a davk, but clear and glowing beauty,
which, ever and anon suddenly lizhting
up from (within, startled the beholder
wiih its brilliancy, like an illumined and
richly eolored transparency.

At boarding school she was at once
the pride and torment of her teachers,—

rapidity, —and forgetting them almostas |
yaickly,—dashinz of a cuinposition |
glowinsg with wit and girlish enthusiasa, |

i horter time than the sedate Mrs. | out her dimpled hand with a swmile ofY] 000005 this mornis

Willodgmployed to read it, anl ocen-
pPring all her leisure moments, which
were many, in kesping the rest of the
school in an uprsar of mirth or mis-
chief.

QOue of her girlish freaks, when she|

to see a tiny, gauze winged spirit fiut-
tering through, and she would even
fancy sometimes that she felt onc in her
thimble dancing on the tip of her little
round finger, and she would peep into a
shell for hours, pining to catch a glimpse
of the little singing sylph which she was
almost sure was imprisoned there, for
had she not distinetly heard it murmur-
ing a sad, low, plaintive song, about its
fur—off home in the sea?

Now it so happened that close by her
side as she lay asleep in the woods grew
a great Aloe tree, which the oldest man
in the village where she lived had once
secn bloom—Dbut that was almost a hun-
dred years ago. This old man had often
told her that there were plenty of fairies
in-his time, and that once, just at san-
rise, he had seen a whole troop of them
tripping round that very tree when it
was just shedding its wonderful blos-
soms. He had heard that daylizlit was
fatal to the elfin race, and he had watch-
ed to se= what effect the sunshine would
have, for they had rashly prolonged
their dance to a later hour than usual.
Sure enongh, at the very first gleam of
light he heard a faint shout or rather |
“moan of dismay and sorrow from the
troop, and they gradually faded from
his view like stars at the dawn of day.—
They were never seen or heard of after- |
ward. [

Mary thouzht of all this as she lay at
the foot of thie tree, aud she said to her
herself—+If 1 had beéen there I would|
have told the dear. little faries that the |
great sun was coming up the hill, and
that they must all ran away quick before
he saw them, and then he would not
have killed them wi

ith that dazzling, |
burning eye of his!” While she was/
thus revericing— do you know what rev. |
erieing means Kitty? It means solilo-

gquising—that is, meditating—that is,

think—well! while Mary was dtinkin;:i
thus, and still lookinz drowsily up at |
| the tree, all at onse one of the buds be-
zan slowly, very slowly to unfold, and to |
her wonder and delizht she plainly saw |
a pair of luminons rose colored wings

flutterinz softly up from the flower—|
and then—ean it be?—yes!'—it is—it |
| must be a fairy!—a real fairy!—fying|
like a sunbeam personified to her feet. |
and there it stands gracefully poised

upoa oue little dot of & foot which res-

|
tad on a violet, mazinz carnestly up in J
AT . lessons with ineanceiv: her face as ifa<kine her how i ol | : .
learning her lessous with inconceivable | her face az ifasking her how in the world 11, 20 jzement, drawing the ehild toward |

zho came there.
Mary was not the least frightencd—|
eaod children seldom are. She held |

invitation, and the cunning and beuuti- |
ful ereature spranz at once to her little |
finzer and said in avoice light aud clear
anid delicate as the faintest tinkle of «
music box, but sad and wild as an
Folian harp—-They are all gone but 1|

field, the informant against poor little
Lucy; and one, who, for her envious
and peevish disposition, and her mean
habit of tattling, was disliked by all, and
treated with lofty contempt by our im-
petuous and independent herolne.

CHAPTER II.

When the pupils assembled to their
afternoon exercises, Mrs. Wilton, look-
ing calmly round upon them, said in a
quiet tone—-IHas any one disvbeyed
my commands as to conversing with Lu-
ey Grey?” Juliet had not anticipated
the question; but she scornsd both
fulsechood and concealment, and she in-
stantly rose from her seat,

“Z hgye, Mrs. Wilton—I could gnot

= e - v
bear to see her suffering wijusthy; t-the-weswrerched and restleas until the

did all I could to comfort her.”
Margaret smiled maliciously, and Lu-
cy burstinto tears. Mrs, Wilton resum-

war;” for how to minage the wayward,
whimsical, snucy, loving, bewitching, and
imperious beauty to whom he had rashly
bound himself, was a question that would
have puzzled a more profound, philoso-
pher than our friend, Licut. George
Wilton, U. 8. A. -

Secarcely a day passed that they did
not buarrel, tuke an eternal farewell of
ench other, scparate, meet again, and
become for the next twenty-four hours,
more tenderly attached than ever.

One evening the lover accidentally
overheard a bold and dashing young for-
eigner propose driving Miss Juliet to
Laurel [Till the nextafternoon. Her re-
ply was so low that it eseaped him, but
he thought i -

gentleman took hisdeparture. Ile then
approached her, and said in a serious,
but affeetionate tone:

vJuliet is it possible that T heard

ed,
“You know, I presume. the consec-
quences of disobedience, Mrs. Clyde?” |
+Oh, Mrs. Wilton!" sald Lucy, sob- |
bing, “do not punish her! She did not |
quite disobey you—she talked to my |

little kitten, and never said a word tu‘

hh‘.-’

Miss Mansficld sneered and mattered
rudely—“a nice way to come off. indeed !
Another of Luey Grey's white lies, I
suppose.”’

Juliet turned with flashing eyes to-|
ward her—+Luey has told the simple |
truth, Miss Mansfield : it wonld be well
if you woull take a lesson from her.”

“Be silent. young ladie:!” said Mrs. |
Wilton, sternly. -This, if' it be a fulse- I
hood, is not the first that Lucy las been
guilty of to day. Miss Clyde I am as- |
!.Lilli.-;‘-I'lL'll that you should b \\'I”i:l__'_’ to
take refuige in her weakness—that you
shonld have talked to her kitten and not |
to her is o most improbable story.™ |

Juliet’s spirit was thorourhly roused
by this wnmerited char nd  with |
haughty indiznation, she eo 1—=Mrs !
Wilton, T wish for no relt from thoe |
teth, bat then—"she was errapted |
by a little pale and trombling zivl, who |
stole from her desk to Mrs, Wilton's s
and with 2 hali' frizhtoned slance at ]
Mansfield. =aid in o falterinz voice.

~I will tell you the whole teuth if |
you wiil make Margurat promise not to |
best me.”™’

“What isall this?” asked Mes. Wilton

RERT [ to her side. and deawiic e tonderiy T

q1 o the trath at ance, my
nohody shall harm yvon for 387
AVaell, it was Marzaret who took the |
. 1 saw ler: and
then she went and put the stenes in Lu- |
lil;llk it
tald -:!'IL‘!
Bt at|

il

ex’s desk, so as to mal you
was Laey: and she said @i I
would beat me, and—and—"
thie word “beat” the poor little ol

wun to cry and she could aot faidh

was about thirteen years of age, had : —1T am all alone now !—when that eruel [ S0 hee) |
pearly led to at least a temporary dis-| and unexpestad beam of daylizht picreaed
iy |

wissal from the school. A lovely, tim-

id and aficctionate little girl, younger|{—ibr [ had hidden in sport in a seed of |
than herself, was in disgrace, and the|the

other pupils were forbidden to speak to|
her durinz the day. She was sitting

them with its fatal leat 1 only escapel

Bat thut destiny
-5 to death, dovn-
It sealed Ilv:l

Aloe flower.
which deomed my &
ed me to a fite as 1.

nearly an hundred years, for not till |

alone and disconsolate ia the school i seed whiere 1 had rashly erept, and for

room, with a pat kitten in hor lap,—her

only eomfort, when Julict Ulyds, our| then conld the blossowm bloam again,
hervine, suddenly bounded throngh the | have bided my time in darkuess but in |

low open window, and seated hersclf by[
her side.  With all her fearlessness bhul on! how lonely!

did not quite like openly to disobey the
teacher's commands, for she knew a dis-

missal would be the conseguence, and | will sinz to you every night i’ you will. | b3 ol

hope. Now once more I amn free;, but|
Will you take me. |

Mary; and let me live in your thisble or
| the top of your silver peancil case. 1/

that would grieve her mother; so—in-| Hear how sweetly I ging— |

stead of speaking to little Lucy, she con- \

tented herself with addressing her kitten,
in terms of the mest tender endearment.
evidantly intended to reach and soothe
the sorrowing heart of her eampanion.
“Yeou dear, sweet little pet!—you darling
beauty! L love you very much—and 1
@ sorry’ youm are so lonely here; but
you shant be lonely any more, for I've
feft them all on the play groand to come
aud stay with yon, and talk to yon. 1
have sach a pretty story to tell you, lit-
tle Kitty, all about the fairies! Shonld
you like ‘to hear about the fairies, little
Kitty?"

Juliet’s voice was nlways sweet—even
in‘anger—but now it assumed the most
winning, petting. loving tone imaginable
—and aithough “little Kitty" only parr-
ed in reply—little Lucy’s eyes began to
glisten with mingled tears and smiles.—
No* the pretty and youthful comforter
laying her arm fondly over the kitten,
that it wight touch Lucy's which was
also caressing it, told the following sto-
ryi—

 THE LAST FAIRY.

Once. there was a little girl, and her
pame was Mary, and she wus a sweet
good fittle gifl. She looked like Lucy
Grey. Do you know Lucy Grey, Kitty?
Well, Mary Liad just such darling decp
blue eyes, and just such soft, wavy hair,
and just such little cunning pretty play-
iul woys.

One evening at sunset Mary was lcan-
ing all alone, and half asleep on a fresh
bauk of moss in the woods. She gazed
dreamily up through the dark trees, and
felt very ha%py, for the blue sky looked
down upon her with a soft, soft smile,
and the breeze whispered amid the many
colored leaves in_musical, mysterious
tones, and the pleasant tranquil fowers
sighed out their happy love at her feet,
and all things ministered to h.cr, for her
gpirit was pure and true. Little Mary
had heard so many charming fairy tales
that she wanted very much to believe in
faries—but as she had never seen one,
and her mamma never had either—she
wassafraid it was silly—but still she
gﬁiﬂ not help now -and then watching

o key holes, half hopinz, half dreading

Like the stirs from the kv, |
Like the dew Trutn the roas,
Like Love's latest siza
Did thair aweet life ciose,
Exhaled as they flow,
Aud lamentitug | moan,
Oh! sisters of vir;
I"a alone, all alone!

But will you lct ma eome? T shunt)
tronble you much—1 shall only want a|
fresh rose leaf every day for a bed—a
tender smile or a tear of love for wz
breakinst, dinner and supper—tor lova i
a spirit's faood—Dbat you must let me|
come out at nizht, for then the flowers
and stars will cxpest me. Will youa,
Mary?"

“Yes! you precious, lovely, little dar-
| ling, indeed I will!—Iwill tuke you home
fand inteo luse you to s0m2 othior pot Fir-
| ies T have that live in my beautital rose
| colored shells—I4 call them sylphs of the
shells. They have never shown thewm-
selyes to me, though they treat me to a
bit of music sometimes—Dbut I am sure
they will let yuie creep in and play with
them. Come, let me see if you can sit
comfortable in here,” and so she un-
screwed ber pencil case, and the fuiry
had just settled niccly in when alas!—
something unforeseen happened—a great
disappointment. Poor Mary awoke !'—
and found itwas alla dream. Should’nt
you like to have such a dream, little
Kitty 7"’

Our heroine was so intent upon amu-
sing little Lucy, that she never oace
raised her eyes, and did not dream that
she was watched—that a younz cadet,
on a visit to his aunt, Mrs. Wilton, hap-
pened to be crossingz the lawn when he
saw her light form in the act of spring-
ing through the window, and that irre-
sistibly attracted by th2 grace and spirit
of the action, he had followed her and
stood concealed by the jessamine that
shaded the lattice, a smiling witness to
her little strutagem, and an- enchanted
listener to the fairy romance.

But yet another and less indulgent
auditor had been in the adjoining room,
the door of which was partly open, and
after enjoying the story, had hastened
to Mrs. Wilton with the tale of Julict’s
disobedience. It was Margaret Mans-

{ shamz; Luey 2 = [

There that was a fairy imprompiu, Mary, | ¢

| pressed her regrot at being oblized to

Mjss Mansfield was pale with razeandd
cr than eveit |
toward lier, with
in defianee of all rale. |
arpund her neck and|

“[ knew—I knew s=he was inunocent !
[ =aid she was—you would not believe
me! " she exelaimed, tarning reproash- ‘
fully to Mes. Wilton, ~She has told
the truth in both instances; but s=inoe
you acense me also of falsehood, T pre-|
<uma T may be allowad to retive, to pre- |
pare for my return home by the evening |
‘o zaying with a rather stately. |
hut still respectiul bow, she guictly left
the yoom.

The young eadet was with his gunt
when Jualiet approachoed to take a final |
farewell, e hegrd it with surprise, and
he conld not refrain from asking, as the
latter tarnoed to the window to hide her
emotion. what was the cause of thissul-
dan dieperture,  Inoa few hurried words=
Mes Wilton related the affair. and ex-

part with her favorite,

|
#Is that all. my dear aunt?” exclaime:d |

= Wilton, startling Miss Clyde by
rand delizhied tone—-Lam zlad

to have it in my power to clear un the
mystery. I fortunately witnessel this
younz lady's gneerous cfforts to snothe |
and amnse little Kitty.”
hardly help echoinz his laugh, as he ut- |
tered the last word with an avch glance
at her tearful, blushing faea: and thea L |

{told the whole story, with the exeeption |
of the rather indecorons bound throuzh |

the window, which, thouzh he remom-
bered it years afterword, he at that mo-
ment most unaceountably chose to for-
aet.

It is hardly necessary to say that Luaey
and her wild, but warm hearted friend
were, at his intereession, fully restorod to
favor, and that Miss Mansficld was im-
mediately dismissed.

CIIAPTER III.
Juliet mnever forgot the looks, the

tones, the graceful beauty of the yauth-|

ful stranzer, although a few hours after
that one short interview he left for West
Point, and she saw him no more while
at sehool.

But when at seventeen she made her
debut, a belle and an heiress at the first
bzall of the season, Lieutenant George
Wilton was her favored attendant
through the evening. As for him, he
was perfectly charmed with her beauty,
her wit, her wild and brilliant gaiety,
and after a month of devoted gallantry
on his part, and of graceful, but some-
what tyrannical eoquetry on hers, their
engagement was announced to the fush-
ionnble world of Philidelphia, where
they resided.

And now came to him “the tugz of|

awiohi?
: aright?

[and your respectis of aslittleimportane

{onee their sway.

tshe never loved me. I will sze

Julict could |=pirits in the hope of a reconziiing in-

Can you really have engaged

to drive with that young wan?” |
Coloring with surprise end anger at |

his suspecting her of such levity, Juliet

threw back her graceful head, butdeizn- | the chapter over Luecy’s blushes as she | infant. as she placed it on the knee of

ed no further reply.
It is true, then,” suid he in a hastx |
tone of vexution. y
s And what, sir, if'it be true? T have
yet to learn thet you have eny right to|
coutrol ny movements.” ,
I pretend tonoright, Miss Ciyde. I
can ounly say thatif yondo take thedrive
proposed. you will forfeit not ounly my
love but 1y respeet.” |
“Do you threaten. sir?” exclaimed the
wilful girl with a quivering lip. aud tears |
of passion in her beautiful eyes, “then|

hear me! I do intend to take the drive; |

to mo as your love. Leavemea! [would |
e alonel™
“Good God! has it come to thi=!”
eried the incensed and unhappy lover, as |
#rikine his eclenched land upon his
forehead, he rushed from the honse.

vus very hasty !

amd with that finpetnosity which)|

| marked his guick but generous temper- | the phys

ament, he ran up the stairs and entered |
the room he had left.  Juliethad buricd
1wr face amon: the cushions and was
sohlinge as if harheart would broak; soft-

townrd A, watted for suse expression
of rewrct for her unkindness. A mo-!
TEITH e the warwasd girl would have
wiven worlds 1o recull him and implore
hia forziveness. but wow thut he was|
aoain, ns she thought, in her power. her |
pride, and love of empire resumed ut|
Withdrawing herself
with assumed eoldiioss from hisembrace, |
she eazed at him a moment in cool and

iy astonislinent. withont further no-
tiee of his presence, indolently lay back
on the sollt, and began a eareless song:

**liore comesandd f o |
Like a spel! "

“Julict, listen to mwe—-TI implore

“How no otie ki

Me's,
Norcan wil
“Heartiess!

me "

unfeeling! Will youhesr

#Love shonld be irue
Asthe star——"
“You will not! You will regret this
when it is X L
*Jeen in ile blue
Sky afar ™
“Tarewell then, and forever!”
Y Xow heie—now there
Like the lay
Gi barpsin the airy
Well a day!™
IIe heard her exguisite voiee warbling
thuese last words as he : in descendad
the stirs, and he said to himseli—XNo
lier no
wnre!’”
Juliet ericd herzelfto sleap that night,
and awoke the next morning witha dull
weirht on hier heart. aud an undefined

fimpression that something terrible had

oceurred.  However as the hoars rolled

|on, she recovered in some degree her!
! [ am not a wreck dear George of my for-

terview with her lover. She bhad meade
up her mind to be good. gentle and for-
ziving, and to tell him voluntarily th

she hiad not once dreamed of aceepting
the foreigner’s invitation until he him-
salf hal wounlad her by suapposins thut
she had consented to it, and that even!
now nothing would tempt her to go.—|
But the duy passed and he eame not; lic
never came again! months aud years|
volled on, ond Jutiet ouly heard of her|
lover twice, onze as performing fouts of |
valor arainst the Mexicans, aad again

as sufforinge from wounds and h1:'.l~f'.i[.ui
in o hospital at New Orleans.  Ske was
dyinz with the untold pangs at heart,
when this last news reached her ear—
a bust of uncontroiluble angrish {ullow-
|ed its recital, and then suddenly 4 new
hope, a new life seemed to animate her;!
‘ the color returned to her check, and her|
strength was rapidly restored.

CHAPTER IV.

One day as she was sitting in the
midst of preparations for a journey and
writing a letter—the door of her cham-
Ler suddenly opened, and a beautifal
girl, tripping in with tha lighiness and
grace of a sylph, thraw her arms about
the neck of the aston’shed Juliet, and
gave her a loving kiss.

“You do not know me, dear Juliet!”
{she exclaimed afler n mowment's pause, |
in asweet, plaintive, childish voice, which |

struck a chord of meaory i

jtitude and

fyou in one res
cruoily, and you have been an angel of

| vy,
| aud earnest arsuments to induce her to

e

of her listener; “and I should hardly
bave known you had not your mother
directed me to your room. DBut look at
me well and guess!” And parting from
her lovely face the soft light tresses that
clustered around it, she bent her blue

eyes upon our hervine with a smile of

enchanting tenderness.
“Can it be Lucy Grey 7"’

“Ah, do you recognize at last your

little pet at school?  Well then let me
sit at your feet, as in old times, and tell
me of this weary illness, which has paled
your cheek and dimmed your eye, yet

left you even lovelier than before. Do
you know that it is five years since I
bade you good bye in Mrs. Wilton's
. [ L]

“Nay, Lucy; I cannotovershadow this

sweet meeting with my too well deserved
misfortunes.
self, and of the conquests you have
made since you left school, with those

[ violet eyes and thatdarling little dimple.

[ have heard of you often, and always
as the :star of the festive hall.” ™
We will drop the veil, or rather close

shook her bright curls, and langhingly
diselaimed the charge.

CHAPTER V. -

In a crowded hospital in New Orleans
lay an officer ulmost at the point of death.
A younz woman sat at his bedside.-—
She was dressed in the coarse and unbe-
coming garh of' a sister of charity; but
the hand with which she soothed and
cooled his fovered brow, was soft and
delicate as the down of 2 snow-white

swan—aud even the heavy fulds of her |

marmonts could not wholly conceal the

ace and clezanee of her almost girlish

. Doy after day she tended the
half delirions sufferer with a modest for-
unassuming  tenderness,
which won the respeet and admiration
of all around®her.  Thanks to her un-

| remitting care. he soon became con- | asperated old virgin, as she backed the
Ha pansed on the threshold a moment. | valescenf, und then she would have | bachelor into a corner—*you came here

1 zentler feelinzs came over him—*I | withdrawn to other invalids in the es-|to kiss me almost to death!
Perhaps= she is sorry ' | tablishment, but the young officer had | shan’t. without yonare the strengest, and
o | I will try her once more! " hosaidto lim-  learned to know and love the hand that

so gently wministered to his wauts, and
ysician advised her to humor him
for the present.

“You have never told me your name,
said George Wilton, one morning to his
vouthful purse.  Qur reader has antici-

[ened still more by hLer evief. he sprang | pated that the youthful officer was he.—

A diehi fost TiTLed and Taded Ta (e
usuially pale and transparent check of
the girl, and bending her head to con-
ccal it, she replied 1u o hardly audible
voice:—

=Sizter Magdaline js the name my sa-
perior has given we.”

“Well, then, sister Magdaline, do you
kpow that your voiceund your haud and
your eyes, whenever I catch a glimpse
of them, remind me of one whom 1
loved, and still love devoutly?
you tremble s0? Areyouill? Youare
wanry with watehing!—No?  Well, then
let me still talk of 1y Juliet, for I think

| of lrer all the time; but she was not like

e, for she wronzed me
e Good tiod! what does this mean?
Y oun are weeping! sohbinz!—hy heaven!
js—my own, my precious Jaliet! Lut oh!
how choneed! —and It=1 have done this!
He 11 1 in=onsible.
ing the usual restoratives, she bitterly
repi ed hers=celf for her want of con-

trol, and resolved thiat she would leave

| him for othier duties Tmmedintely.  On

his recovers she told him this gently but
He tried a thousand passionate

chauge hier resolution, to give up her
pres mployment, andto return home
as has wilc.

For an inztant lior woman's heart
heaved beneath the serse thateovered it

| The next she calnly r;-p]im_lt—

“1 did not adopt this spered garh for
the mere selfish purpose of rost = 1o
my=clfa lover.  When 1 entered upon
the duties of my office, it was witha calm
resolve to coniinne in them gwhile my
health would permit. 1 feel thatit will
pot belone and [ do not regretmy choiee.

mer self, and should only be aburden to

Pvou: but 1 thank God that sickness and
sorrow, and the task which 1 have im-

posed upion myself are doing his work,
are chastening and subduing the proud

[ and wilful spirit, to which we Loth owe

sur mislortuncs. Ienceforth, dear
friend. l=t our love be that of brother
and sister. JYou will, ere long, find a
bride more worthy in every way of your

| affections and your pride than the poor|

and feeble Sister Macdaline.”!  She laid
her hand lizhtly and tenderly upon his
brow—she bredathed a blessing and a
raver—he looked wp—Dbut she was

gone !

CHAPTER VI

Three vears had elapsed after the in-
terview related in our last chapter. In
the library of a house in Walnut street,
Philadelphia, were seated a gentleman in
military undress and his wite—a young
and lovely woman whose simple and be-
coming morning cap of embroidered
muslin, confined without concealing the
fuir, soft huir, which shaded her youth-
tul check. It was the depth of Winter;
a cheerful fira was burning in the grate,
and a preity child of fourmonths old lay
on the rich ruz at her feet, gluncing al-
ternately from the blaze to its mother's
face, which was bent toward it with an
expression  of unutterable love. The
fathier was gazing delighted at the grace-

Let us rather talk of your-

Why do|

1 - i 1 oIt ie—it !
) il Lil aoil—that coil'! 1t 1=—it| |
throw off that hood hat coi | to us, and we v;n-m-n}_\‘ request the own-

While apply-|

the servant announced “Sister Magda-
line.” With exclamations of surprise
and joy, both wife and husband hasten-
ed forward to welcome and seat her by
the fire. Lucy, for it was cur oldfriend
Luey Grey, who had now become the
beloved, and therefore happy wife of Ju-
liet’s former lover, Lucy Wilton gently
removed the hood of thealmost exhaust-
ed stranger, and seating herself, as in
their school-days, at her feet, looked o
with a childish fondness in her face. lpt'
waﬁ fearfully altered, butoh ! how lovely
stilll
A fuint smile of angelie purity and ten-
derness ;iplayed in the large, clear, dark
eyes, and the pale, but perfectly trans-
arent cheek was luminous with that ra-
iant Deauty of tlie soul, which is scldom
if ever, seen through the vivid hues of
health.

I have come,” she said in a searcely
audible voice, “to see and rejoicein your
happiness before I die. Place your
sweet bube in my arms, dear Luey, for
[ am too weak to lilt it” Lucy's tears
fell fast amid the light soft curls of the

her dying friend, and George knelt
down by her side with a feeling of af-
fectionate reverence. Onece more was
that frail hand laid in blessing upon his
head: but ere the benediction was con-
cluded, the band dropped lifcless at her
side; the pale lips moved inaudibly, and
the pious prayer began on earth, was
finished at the merey seat of Ileaven!

|  Corxerep Hra.—What has brought
{ you here?” said a lone woman who was
| quite “fustrated” the other morning, by
an early eall from a bachelor neighbor
who lived opposite, and who she regard-
ed with particular favor.
-] came to borrow matches.”
“Mutehes ! that's a likely story ! Why
| don’t you meke a match yourself? 1T
know what you eome for.” eried the ex-

But you

[ the Lord knows you are!”
pn.When old Bogus's wife fell ill, he
{ sent for a doctor as sordid and avaricions
|'1= himself. Before the doctor saw the
patient, he wished to have an under-
[stumlin-{ with the miserly husbaund.
“Here's forty dollars,” said Bogus,

NUMBER

“A Scate.”

“How do you feel, Mrs. Partington,”
said the Colonel, at the regatta, as she
stood on the Judge's boat looking at
Ike, who was engaged in fishing for
whiting.

&I feel a little decomposed,” said she,
as a perceptible blueness gathered about
her mouth, like the last change of a dol-
phin as his life ebbs away: “a slight
Nashua at the stomach, that's =lL”

At that instant the cry of “a scate’
excited her attention, and she was in-
formed that a seate had been caught.

“Well,” said she, “Isaac, perhaps you
may catch a pair of 'em, and they will
do you to skate with, on Chelsea Creek,
next winter.”

A tremendous jump of the boat came
nigh sending the old lady upon her
beam ends. .

“You eame nigh losing your equili-
brium,” said her associste with a smile.

“I don’t mind my equal dbrahkam,”
replied the old lady, “only be careful
that fezac don't get overboard.”

She here ceased as the doctor handed
her forty drops of Hennessey's best, to
be used as a counteraction, and sat down
to quietly wateh the rezatta. Ikecaught
a sculpin.—Boston Post.

B An anxious inguirer writes to
know whether the Powder Magazine is
published monthly, and is considered a
safe magnzine for quiet families.

Also, whether mint julips will bs any
cheaper if a branch of the United States
Mint is loeated in New York.

Also, whether dead letters are ever
known to revive after they reach the
Dead Letter Office, and if not, what is
the use of sending them there.

Also, whether navigators have to dou-
ble their capes in all latitudes, or only
in cold regions.

Also, whether a school master can be
said to have any scholars when he has
two pupils in his eyes.

If ‘distance lends enchantment to the
view," and said ‘view’ does not return it
within a reasonrble time, has ‘distance’
a lezal cause of action, and is she enti-
tled to recover?

pen Al my friend where have you
been for & week back?”

“For a weak back? I have not been
troubled with a weak back, I thank
S‘Ou.”

IV.

{ aeaned-varis shall Mw.@.’.mhu&luz‘younum., R AL il Leon long

my wife or kill her)
|  The woman died; and the doctor call-
| ed for his fee.
“Ind you kill my wife? asked Bo-
s,
I ":_-'L-r:::i:ﬂ;\' not!” rn'iaiiutl ilzz'imlign:m{ i
doctor.
“+Well, you didn’t cure her ?”'
[ “You know she’s dead.”
| “Very well, then, leave the house in
| double quick time,” said Bogus. A

i barizain’s a bargain. It was kill or cure,
but you did neither.”

exchange contains

Srpayep—-An
| the following notice: ‘
| “Broke into the pocket of the edifor
lnf this paper. some time daring the
| week, a ten cent picce.  Who it belongs
| to, or wheie it came fromn. is a mystery
I er to come anpd take it away, as we have
| heen without money so long, that its
ase is entirely forgotten. Upon one
side i3 n  benutiful young lady with a
| handkerchief to her eyes—weeping, to
| think that she his no mate, and a night

| cap on & pole as a siznal of distress.

| p=_An Englizshman who thoucht to
Le =smart,”” usked an American, who
[ was blowinz Yankee Doodle on a shrill
| Gfe for dear life:—
{ My friend, is that the tene the old
Ccow died of?”
“No, darn your picter,” said the down
| easter, “it is not, but it is the tune the
i old Bgll died of!”

| g==Notlong since, a youth, older in
{ wit than years, after being catechised
| conecerning the power of God, replied:
| “Mn, 1 think there is one thing God
{ean’t do.”
| “Whatis it?"
| mother.
| “God can't make Bill Jones' mouth
fany bigger, without setting his cars
| I.T:!l,'k.”
| e Every young man should remem-
{ ber that the world will always honor in-
dustry: The vulgar and useless idler,
whose energies of body and wmind are
rusting for want of ocenpation, may look
with seorn upon the luborer enganged at
[ his toil; but his scorn is praise; his con-
tempt, Lonor.

eagerly inquired the

p==._ Witty sayingzs are as easily lost as
the pearl slipping off a broken siring,
but a word of kindness is seldom spo-
ken in vain. It is a sced which even
when dropped by chance, springs up a
flower.

£=5~A Yankee proposed to build an
establishment which may drive a sheep
in at one end, and have it. come out at
the other as four quarters of mutton, a
felt hat, a pair of drawers, a leather
apron and a quarto dictionary.

gea_The Dutch arc as famous for their
buils as the Irish. =“I be lost two
cowsh,” said Mynheer, “unt von vash =
calf unt two vash a bull.”

ﬂ"ﬁ'n?t—ﬁ and yonder _i;-i-hc divil,
Patrick,” said a son of Irin, on first

back?”
“Don’t you call me long back, you
seoundrel!”

g=“Women are ereated half’ devil
and half anzel, and the angel part soars
to Heaven from the marriage altar,”
very truthfully remarked some wise phi-
losopher. But bhe does not add, thatit
is because, at that point, she meets the
other half of her devil natare, and then
she has no further use for the angelie.

A Harp Hrr.—I have always pre-
served my reputation,” said Mrs.
one evening, addressing herself rather
pointedly to Mrs. <
 Jou always set a ridiculous wvalue
on trifles!” rojoined the insulted fair
one.

Srarizog.—ITastings, of the Albany
~Knick” has been a skating. Here iz
his account of it

The skating on Saturday, was real ex-
cellent. We puton a pairof “rockers,”
eut two spread eagles, plunged into an
air hole, and then eut forhome. Time,
3 min. 2 sec.

p=-Gentlemen,’ said the landlord of
the ‘Pewter Mue,' or some equally fre-
quented saloon, the other night, when
the customers at the bar had talked in-
cessantly till after midnight; ‘gentlemen
I don't know whether you have talked
enongh, but for one T am going to ehut

.

gen. Tt is said to have been remarked
hy an old politician, that “if the people
of the extremes could change work for
a year-ifthe southern people could come
to the north and the northern people
occupy the south, for twelve months—it
would cure them both of all ill feel-

ing.”

g5 A free nezro was brought before
a magistrate and convicted of pilfering.
The magistrate begins to remonstrate,
‘Do you know how to read?” “Yes,
massa, little.' *Well, don’t you never
make use of the Bible? ‘Yes, Massa,
strap him razor on him sometimes.’

gz, An old Bachelor being asked if
lie had everwitnessed a publicexecution,
replied; :

“No, but I once saw a marriage!”

g~ *Thon rain’st in this bosom™ as
the chap said when a basin of water was
thrown over him by the lady he was
serenading,

p5~“Do make yourselves st home,
ladies,” said s hostess to her vikitors
one day. “I am at home myself; and d.

wish you all were."

g2 The man who ¢onldn't stand-it
any longer, has taken s seat, aud now
feels guite comfortable.

g Why is & hatcher's cart like his
boois? Because he carries his  calves
there. i

sceing au railroad engine. +Och, it is
only a steamboat hunting the w:.tur,"t
]

in the heart! ful picture. when the deor opened and ! roplied his companion.
i !

ey . Why is a young lady dancing,
like 2 horee inacanter? Becaureshe's
a gal-bopping (zaloping )

. Y ——




